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In PRAISE of 


NASTINESS. 


CINDERCO L 4 Serub. 


: Goddeſa of the Dirty Hue 


With Mouth ſo wide and eke fo wet 


A Vulture's Voice, a Viper's Breath; 


Who knoweſt no greater Toil or Pain 
Than that to make or keep thee clean; 
Kindly except the Verſe, that's due 


To, Cindercola, none but you. 


Fail Naſtineſs thou darling dear! 


| Cindercola's favourite Care! 


Mellowed with her, at Nights you Sleep; „ 


With her you Bask at Morning Peep. 


And comfortably, funk and ſoak ; 


Lodg'd in a dirty, tatter'd Smock : 
Or elſe, in Joy, you loll away 


And, Filth, an undreſs'd Lounzing yy. 


What! tho' the Lads may look grave . 


They three Pence get, who three Pence ſave. 


And, to Waſh oft the courſeſt Clout, 
Moſt certainly will wear it out. 

Faſt, e er a Feſtival you keep, 

Watch much, if much you intend to lleep, | 
And be long dirty, if you mean 


To enjoy the ſweets of being Clean. 


O Naſtineſs! I thee adore 


end e to the Miſcr and the Poor! 5 


With Eyes ſo Red and Cheeks ſo Blue! 


With Lips of Snow, and Teeth of Jet! 
Ol thou t * whom Pappa did Bequeath 


How many Craftſmen by whoa thrive d 


How many Poets with thee Live? 


And Write in Raggs, and lumber'd Row, 
Works to bleſs Ages yet to come. 

Which as the Earth from Chaos ſprung, 
And Cucumbers grow out of Dung; 

As Sugar moſt refin'd, aroſe 
From Indian's Black, filch-prefling To; 


So, from the Rubbiſh of the Brain, 


Clears up a bright, Poetick ſtrain, 


Which, the U in dirty Garrets Bred, "= 


Is yet, in fine Appartments, Read. 


Monks merit Heaven, in dirty Cloyſters, 


And dirty Shells preſerve clean Oyfters. 


Dear Cindercola c ver be 


From Cleanlineſs ſo, eoftly, free ! 


Dirt to our Souls can do no harm, 


Dirt helps to keep our Bodies warm. 


Dirt interferes not with our quiet; 
Hunger's content with dirty Diet. 


: And ſome ſay, both at Court and Kirk, ; 
Folk, often, go through dirty Work. = 


From Dirt we came, to Dirt we go; 
All Things ! ! Fad are Dirt below. 


Be dirty, witty then, and rake, 
And ſhine, like Chatſworth, in the Peake 3 


Bright be your Soul for ever ſeen, 


Bright, thro its naſty, dirty Skreen. 
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